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could not answer, she should be his. Now tell me,
O thou lovely incarnation of wisdom, what should
he ask her ?

And instantly the Princess rose up quickly, and
exclaimed in delight: O clever one, thou hast
guessed. And she threw round his neck the neck-
lace of her arms, and so chose him as her husband h-.
And she said : See, thy image is reflected a thou-
sand times in these gems that resemble thee; yet
look in my eyes, and thou shalt see thyself through
them reflected in my heart. Then the King looked
into her eyes, and saw himself reflected in them like
the sun in a deep lake. And he whispered in the
shell of her ear: Thou hast robbed me of myself :
give me back myself in thy form. Then the Prin-
cess said, in a low voice, looking down: Would'st
thou take my sweetness for nothing ? What did the
bee give the lotus? And the King trembled with
passion, and putting his hand beneath her chin, he
raised her face and kissed her on her ruby mouth.
And in that moment he forgot everything,, and he
felt his life surging through him like a wave of the
sea, and he became blind and deaf, and tottered

* This Is an allusion to the sivayanvwara^ an old ceremony by
which a maiden chose her own husband, by throwing a garland
round his neck.